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EN might never have thought of it, but women 

have long known the convenience of a shelf 
above the kitchen sink. The new Crane Corwith has an 
integral one in the flat-topped box back. ... Men, not 
being daily annoyed, might not guess how often over- 
hanging sink fittings can break dishes. A recess, into 
which even the spout swings back, leaves the whole 


sink free. .. . Low back for under-window placement, 


concealed hose and spray, hand-closing Dual strainer 











dishpan; every detail of the Corwith has been planned 
from women’s viewpoint. Because women know that 
pleasant surroundings also keep away fatigue, it is 
offered in the Lisbon blue here shown and in eleven 
other charming hues, to set the color key for the 
whole room. No matter how little or much you 
wish to spend on your kitchen, nearby Crane Ex- 
hibit Rooms will give many profitable suggestions. 


Your architect and plumbing contractor will help you 


or lever-operated pop-up waste to make the sink a | take advantage of modern possibilities at lowest cost. 


aCRANE= 


VALVES, FITTINGS, 


AND PIPING, 


Crane Co., General Offices, 836 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago * 23 W. 44th St., New York + Branches and sales offices in one hundred and ninety cities 
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| Life in Society 


Bridge Experts Aid Charity 








Messrs. Wilton Lenz, Whitney Sidhead and 
Milburn Work playing contact bridge in the 
Palm room of the Florida East Coast Rail- 
road for the benefit of The Disappointed 
Mothers Chapter of Eligible Daughters. The 





dummy, who is vulnerable, has gone out to | 
steal a can of cold beans. 


Mrs. Alexander Funstock is at the 
Ambassador from Washington; and, 
from what this correspondent knows 
about Mrs. Funstock, the Ambassador 
from Washington better watch his step. 





Mr. C. Whitney Harkless Jr., whose | 
father, Mr. C. Whitney Harkless, has | 
presented the Delpha Chi fraternity of | 
Yale with a new million-dollar club | 
house, has recently been elected a mem- | 
ber of the Delpha Chi fraternity of | 
Yale. 


Miss Madeleine Mason-Blenheim 
gave a luncheon yesterday at Sherry’s. 
Her guests included everybody on 
Park Avenue with hyphenated names 
and foreign automobiles with a foot- 
man. 


Mr. and Mrs. Henry Sealyham had 
Mr. and Mrs. Roy Standoffer at Villa 
Willya for dinner last night, because 
Mr. and Mrs. Roy Standoffer haven't 
had Mr. and Mrs. Henry Sealyham on 
their yacht, Moby Dick, this season. 


(Note: Society matrons, wearing 
beach pajamas and a bored expression, 
will please be sprawled out, with their 
curly-headed children, under beach um- 
brellas by 11 o'clock a. m. Otherwise 
they will not make the Society Section 
the following day. Bachrach—advt.) 


OCEAN TRAVEL 


_ Some of the passengers for Bermuda 
in the Royal Mail Steamer Arcadia are: 


Mrs. Rodney D.Smothers Miss Jane Smothers and 
= maid and indiges- corsage and ambitions 
Mr. Rodney D. Smothers Miss, Caroline Smothers 
and travelers checks and discontented mouth 

and long face and nurse 

Mr. Rodney D.Smothers, The former Miss Char- 
Jr., and four conditions lotte Smothers and hus- 
at Princeton band and lap dog. 


—Jack Cluett. 





Buy when you're 
convinced 


1 Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 


3 Maintains its creamy fullness for 10 minutes. 


5 Bine after-effects due to olive oil content, 


We claim that, if you will 
accept our free 7-day shav- 
ing test, our chances are 
86 in 100 it will win you. 


GENTLEMEN: Our advertising policy 
has always been a simple but effective 
free test offered men. We let the prod- 
uct do its own selling. When you're 
convinced, you may buy. ... 

Palmolive Shaving Cream, in a few 
short years, has become the fastest sell- 
ing in the world. Millions of men who 
have sent for our free test have been 
won by it. 86% of those who try it 
never return to old methods. 

Our problem is to convince you of 
the importance of making this test. 
For that reason we print the coupon 
prominently for your convenience. Will 
you mail it, please? 


Our 68-year old laboratories 


Our laboratories, for 68 years creating 
world leaders in the soap field, felc 
that olive oil in a shaving cream would 
do much, by its cosmetic emollience, to 
relieve the irritation and chafing of 
daily shaving. 
Time and again they tried to make 
a shaving cream worthy of the name 
Palmolive. 129 formulas were rejected 
before success came. Then we offered 
men for a convincing test, a product 
which embodied 5 important improve- 
ments. (See illustrations.) 
5168 
PALMOLIVE RADIO 
HOU R—Broadcast every 
Wednesday—from 9:30 to 
10:30 p. m., Eastern time; 
8:30 to 9:30 p. m., Central 
time; 7:30 to 8:30 p. m., 
Mountain time; 6:30 to 7:30 
p. m., Pacific Coast time— 
over WEAF and 39 stations 


associated with The Nation- 
al Broadcasting Company 


M-868 


17 SHAVES FREE 


1 and a can of Palmolive After Shaving Talc 


! 

! 
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! 
! Simply insert your name and address and mail ; 
! to Palmolive, Dept. M-868, P. O. Box 375, ' 
: Grand Central Post Office, New York City. ! 
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(Please print your name and address) 
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ALL STEAMED UP 


Recent purchases of Mimeographs surely indicate 
that American business is pushing on at full speed 
ahead. New and better methods are being used. And 
in the forward-drive the Mimeograph is serving, with 
striking results, to cut costs and increase efficiency. 
Whatever the message, written, typewritten, or drawn, 
the Mimeograph speedily converts it into exact reproduc- 
tions, at the rate of thousands every hour. Letters, 
bulletins, sketches, graphs, illustrated sales-data, tracings, 
questionnaires, etc., are had rapidly and economically in 
limitless quantities. The famous Mimeograph stencil sheets, 
the Mimeotype, and the new Cellotype, make mimeographing 
available today at less cost than ever before. For the 


aggressive promotion of business, and the cutting of operating 


expense, the Mimeograph is a great weapon just now. Write 


today for full particulars, without obligation, to A. B. 


Dick Company, Chicago, or to branch offices in principal cities. 


MIMEOGRAPH 
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“Are you an ostrich?” 


¢ YOUR head so buried in comfortable prosperity that 
you are blind to the growing menace of fanatic inter- 
ference in legislation? You have seen, in prohibition, what 
powerful religious organizations can do, but your very 
prosperity has kept you from suffering and also from mak- 
ing a protest. Liquor is plentiful and you have plenty of 
money. It will be the same when these fanatics ban other 
pleasures which make for the enjoyment of living. You 
won't suffer. Your money will enable you to have all 
these prohibited things just the same. 


Is that the kind of an ostrich you are? 

Well, that’s the kind of an ostrich the reformer is! His 
head is buried in fanaticism, and he has plenty of money 
too. His money puts over blue laws and your money 
breaks them. What a great example for the great mass of 
people who are not so well off! Is it any wonder there is 
no longer any respect for law? 

Isn’t it time we thought less of money and more of prin- 
ciples? The principles for which our forefathers fought. The 
principles of rights and liberties, tolerance and temperance! 








“Darling, please don’t drag Mamma along so fast.” 


Short Short Short Story 


Bong! Bong! It was two 
o'clock. Count the strokes 
yourself. But I fear I digress. 

John Henry had been to a banquet and 
now he had returned from the ban- 
quet and was kicking at his front 
door, so his wife hollered from the 
bedroom, saying, “Open the door your- 
self; you’ve got a key!” So John 

Henry hollered back, saying, 

“I can’t reach that high.” 


Just when you take your 
seat on the water wagon some 
friend you haven't seen for 
years comes to town. 


Well, it'll soon be time again 
to get out the old detouring car. 


Most of the wrinkles in wom- 
en’s faces come from worrying 
about their complexions. 


Caution 


I'd like to ask you if you are 
To be my only guiding star. 


I'd like to know if you're the one 
Who’s meant to be my moon and 
sun. 


I'd like to find out truthfully 


If you were really meant for me. 


But I’m afraid to ask for fear 
You'll say you are the one, my dear, 


And I’m sure I'd agree with you 
And that would never, never do. 
—Gates Hubbard. 


The radio and the talkies are 
such great educators that the people 
down south are beginning to learn 
southern songs. 


Birds sing because they don’t have 
to build their nests within running 
distance of a delicatessen. 


President Hoover might relieve 
the unemployment situation by sim- 
ply appointing enough commissions 
to investigate the unemployment 
situation. 


Golf would be an even more com- 
ical game if the ball had a temper. 


Gislee L Gane > 
tN 4- 


One thing led to another. 





“Hold my coat a second while 
I paste this guyl” 


Anagrins Great AMERICAN PARTNERSHIPS. 
Muttonjeff. 
Eggsanspinnitch. 
Cheezancrackas. 
Cupsansossers. 


Scramble up some fun for your- 
self. Take each word given below, 
rearrange the letters in it and with 
the one given letter make up the 
new word which is defined. 


(1) Scramble strop with an e 
and get a face on the wall. 

(2) Scramble price with an e 
and get something for the cook. 
(3) Scramble droll with an 
a and get something nice in 

your pocket. 


(4) Scramble trailer with a 
y and get what every good 
author should be. 

(5) Scramble tailed with a « 
and get something useful in story 
telling. 

(6) Scramble trance with an / 
and get someone who always 
seems to be in one. 

(Answers on Page 31) 


No matter how many pearls 
or beads scatter on the floor when 
the string breaks, you can find 
them all by turning out 
the light and walking “Doesn't it remind you of other days, 
about the room in your William—to be gathering wildflowers 
bare feet. again?” 


(5) 


Great AMERICAN INsTITUTIONS. 


Evalushun. 
Medasun. 
Theeries. 


Tex Books. 


It would have been a much better 
idea to transfer the Prohibition En- 
forcement Bureau to the Dead Let- 


ter Office. 


Forlorn Hopes 
The Charge of the Light Bri- 
gade... 
Naval Conferences . . . 
The Harry Richman-Clara Bow 
romance .. . 


Farm Relief. 


Government control of liquor is 
an open question, but we don’t care. 
What’s been worrying us a lot more 
for a long time is how we can con- 
trol our own. 





ee ~~ ee . f. 


says, ‘Minnie, don’t polish them stairs—d’ye want me to break me neck?’” 
(6) 


“So I 





Willingdrift 


by Eric Hatch 
Rose in the Spring 


OR a week after the Smiths got 
fo to New York, the big house 

on the Avenue was nothing more 
than a war swept area. Mrs. Smith 
would have nothing whatever to do 
with Smith, and Nancy would have 
nothing to do with either of them. She 
blamed both of them and their absurd 
quarrel over Mabel Lee for the fact that 
her late fiance had stepped off the 
Florida train without leaving an ad- 
dress. 

During these days Willingdrift 
walked with bowed head. Plainly he 
had muffed, blundered, tipped over the 
kettle. Each time he brought to the 
assembled Smiths tasty hot dinners he 
felt them grow cold from the iciness of 
the atmosphere at the table, for during 
that whole week Mrs. Smith had not 
spoken to Mr. Smith. 

Saturday evening Willingdrift 
brought the duck into a 
room whose air was so 
tense he felt sorry for the 
poor bird. It was worst of 
all this night, for Nancy, 
who at least lent beauty to 
the board, was dining out. 
Willingdrift served it 
swiftly, anxious to be 
back in the pantry, 
and was just hurrying 
out when he saw the 
fidgeting and business of 
straightening in chair that 
told him his employer was 
about to speak. Willing- 
drift lingered. 

“Hah,” said Smith, “Em- 
ily?” 

To Willingdrift’s aston- 
ishment she answered. She 
said, “What is it?” 

‘Feelsin,” said Smith, 

“feclsin ...” 

Mrs. Smith put on an 
expression supposedly pa- 
tient, thus making herself look like a 
buzzard circling above an old horse. 
She said, “Robert, your diction!” 

“Feel ’sinjustice,” said Smith. “Way 
you're treating me. Hardly knew the 
girl.” 

‘You're fast for your age,” said Mrs. 
Smith, 


But he ignored the inter- 
ruption. 

“As a matter of fact, 
she’s the—” 

“In your own words, Rob- 
ert, essence du pomme.” 

“If you’d let me explain to you in the 
first place,” he went on, “never would 
have been ruction bout it.” 

“Yes?” said Mrs. Smith. She still 
wore the patient expression. 

“Yes,” said Smith. “I was sitting 
there holding—doing what I was doing 
to save somebody else. How do you 
like that?” 

Mrs. Smith didn’t 
said so. 

“But Emily,” Smith went on. “Don’t 
you see, when Nancy saw Bill Sparks 
out there on observation platform help- 
ing this poor girl who had just fainted, 
she misunderstood.” He managed a 
laugh. Even he could tell it wasn’t a 
good laugh. It was the sort a hyena 
might give when it’s waiting for Mar- 
tin Johnson to take its picture. “Be- 
lieve it or not, she thought he was sit- 
ting out there cuddling!” 

“Robert, you’re coarse!” 

“Coarse?” 


like it. She 


“Crass.” 

“Crass?” 

“Crass.” 

“Oh, no,” said Smith, “but we'll 
let it go. As I was saying, old Willing 
came and begged me to sit out there 
with this girl so he could show me to 
Nancy. That’s perfectly simple, isn’t 
it?” 

“Simple?” said Mrs. Smith. “It’s 
senile. Why on earth should Willing- 
drift want to show you to Nancy? 
Lord knows she and all of us have 
seen plenty of you.” 

“Well, he did,” said Smith. He was 
getting a little fed up on the thing. 

“Did what?” 

“Showed me to Nancy.” 

“What are you talking about, Rob- 
ert?” 

“Tableau vivant,” said Smith. “The 
innocent girl realizes what she thought 
was faithless lover was only her poor 
father, led ass—” he coughed. Mrs. 
Smith said, “Right!” 


(Continued on Page 28) 





“Emmy,” said Smith. 
give me a hoot there?” 


“Wil they 





“I see you take two lumps with your tee, Mr. Jigger.” 


Little Rambles With 
Serious Thinkers 


Don’t you know that the Eighteenth 
Amendment blotted out the saloon? 
—Representative Michener ( Mich.) 


In our factories if a man is founa 
drinking we even go so far as to dis- 
cover where he gets his liquor. 


—Henry Ford. 


The reason prohibition is not en- 
forced perfectly is that somebody does 
not want it enforced. 7 

—Senator Brookhart. 


The long skirt is a badge of slavery. 
—Bernarr Macfadden. 


I am no authority on women. 
I gave them up years ago. But | 
haven’t given up drinking. 
—H. L. Mencken. 


Nobody wants to kiss when they 
are hungry. —Dorothy Dix. 


I have never known a husband 
to wear longer than six months, 
but I have had men friends who 
have remained wonderful all my 
life. —Peggy Joyce. 


Here we may learn the why 
and the wherefore of the here 
and now. 


—Dr. S. Parkes Cadman. 


The majority of people hardly realize 
that they can travel from place to place 


by air. —Col. Charles Lindbergh. 


I am not one of those who lose their 
pearls or have them stolen for publicity 
purposes. I have been far removed 
from that sort of thing since I became 
a Princess. —Pola Negri. 


I have been just a month in 
Samuel Goldwyn’s Hollywood 
studio and am still being dis- 
illusioned. 

—Louis Bromfield. 


What use is leisure to most 
of man or womankind? 
—Albert Payson Terhune. 


Have you ever noticed how 
easy it is to make work at- 
tractive to a child? 


—Dr. Lillian Gilbraith. 


If a woman loves her hus- 
band she votes for him and 
for his party. 

—Benito Mussolini. 


The old-fashioned Sunday in which 
men did nothing but fear hell is gone. 
—Bruce Barton. 


And Colorado owns Lady Bird, the 
hen turkey that won the grand cham- 
pionship sweepstakes at the interna- 
tional show at Chicago. 

To possess the Rocky Mountains 
AND the champion hen turkey in the 
world, to say nothing of rainbow trout 
that weigh ten pounds, is worth while. 

—Arthur Brisbane 


“Granny, what made the Tower of Pisa lean?” 
“Il wish I knew, darling—I'd take some mysel}.” 


(8) 











SINBAD 
Comfortable for the night! 


(9) 





Life in Washington 


HE low-down in grass-roots 
politics is that the tide has 

definitely turned against Prohi- 
bition. The drys are admittedly 
engaged in a Fight for the Water- 
Hole. Desperate efforts were 
umade to ‘forestall a Senatorial 
scalpingspatty; as it ts, ‘George 
Wickersham and the Attorney- 
‘General are to run the Walsh- 
‘Wheeler gauntlet; the W. C. T. 
‘U. has refused to debate the 
Methodist Amendment in public; 
the Methodists have published 
statistics to reassure the righteous 
that only a couple of hundred 
men have been butchered to en- 
force the law that nobody knows 
(and nobody seems to care). 

On the other side, business men 
who, a year ago, were attributing their 
prosperity to Prohibition are turning 
against it, as the cops in a dozen cities 
are clubbing and kicking jobless “radi- 
cals” for asking work. The Pennsyl- 
vania Railroad, the Dupont interests 
and the Catholic Church are not sub- 
versive groups and they have under- 
mined Volsteadism before the House 
Committee, which, in spite of the fact 
that Nicholas Miraculous Butler is a 
wet, is beginning to wobble wetly. 
And the Literary Digest poll of twenty 
million will help show Congress where 
the votes lie. 

The only thing which dams 
the wet tide is inability to 


Repressep Country Youtu: 
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There's the door!” 


agree on a program. ‘The drys are 
united. The wets divide between 
State Rightsers, light-wines-and-beerites, 
and Total Repealists. The course of 
events is: more wet Congressmen this 
fall and a show-down in 1932. The 
Old Guard will back the wets, while 
the earnest Borahs after Truth will lead 

the drys across the 

Prairies. As a@ 

starter, Congress 


Whoopee, Henry—Look! 


The Dance of the Seven Veals! 


(10) 


is going to tear the Wickersham report 
to ribbons—and a good thing, too! 
War on the Senatorial front is look- 
ing forward to a spring offensive. 
Hoover called attention to Congres- 
sional extravagance. Result: a heat 
wave which started the roses blooming 
at the Capitol and anonymous threats 
to bomb the Senate. As was said 
when the knife-tthrower showed his 
skill on his wife, “My God! he missed 
her!” Joe Grundy is openly against 
Hoover on the Tariff and Coolidge 
openly snubbed the President, a piece 
of bad manners which strikes the sim- 
ple Western mind as good politics. 
From here, however, Cal simply looks 
like a stalking horse. He won't run. 
Congress showed its opinion of Rudy 
Vallée by letting him croon to their 
wives and then opening night sessions. 
The French Cabinet fell two or 
three times and it was evident that 
the naval race will be to the feet. 
What fleet? The British fleet. We 
are asked to deny, however, that 
Admiral Jones was sent home suffer- 
ing from parity fever . . . Borah got 
Russia to release a flock of Rabbis, the 
British sent a cruiser to Santo Do- 
mingo, and nobody mentioned the 
Monroe Doctrine. Signs and portents! 
. + Mr. Willys is to be our Ambassador 
to Poland. Well, why not? He knows 
how to make automobiles and bicycles 
. « » We decline to comment on the 
report that a prominent forger was 
admitted to the local jail by passing 
himself off as Representative La 
Guardia. —J. F. 





DESPERATE PIRATE: 


Imaginary Interviews 
ERNEST HEMINGWAY 


“Come in,” responded a short abrupt 
voice as I knocked on the door of Mr. 
Ernest Hemingway’s hotel room. 

“How do you do, Mr Heminway?” 
I asked. “I wonder if I could have the 
privilege of interviewing you for 2 
series of talks with famous personages 
that I am preparing?” 

“All right,” he said. He knelt down 
and tied his shoe lace. It had become 
untied. 

“Have you anything to say about the 
American expatriates in Europe?” I 
asked him. 

“No,” Hemingway said. 

“What about your future literary 
work? Have you started upon another 
novel, or are you planning something 
new?” 

“IT don’t know,” he said. There was 
a flush on his face. It looked like a 
cherry. 

“Which book, Mr. Heminway, do 
you consider your best?” 

A funny look appeared on the face 
of the author of “A Farewell To 
Arms,” 





AT THE FAKIR DANCE. 


“What?” he said. 


“Which,” I repeated, “which of your 


books do you consider your best?” 


Hemingway slowly put a pipe in his 


He chewed upon it slowly. 


mouth. 


The gunman’s wedding. 


(11) 


Marriage or no marriage, I’m going to flirt. 


The clock on the wall ticked. There 
was a gray and blue footstool in the 
corner. A fly whirred and buzzed over 
his head. It looked like a fly. He 
slowly took the pipe out of his mouth. 
Then he put it back again. Then he 
took it out again. Then he put it 
back. There was a flush on his face. 
It looked like a plum. 

“No,” he said. 

“Do you really?” I cried with en- 
thusiasm. His opinion concurred ex- 
actly with mine, and jubilantly I left 
the room. After all, I enjoyed my trip 
up the Congo immensely, and I count 
those days spent with Lila and Uncle 
Bill as among the most enjoyable of 
my life. —Arthur Silverblatt. 


Just to show the trend of the times: 
How many brands of gasoline can you 
name, and how many authors? 


Once upon a time we got some 
paper and sat down and started writ- 
ing an article in favor of prohibition, 
but we didn’t finish because before we 
could think of a good ending for it 


we ran out of gin. 
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“Scuse me! I got the wrong guy! I was lookin’ for a fella that put sand in my engine!” 
“He did? The dirty pup! Hit me again!” 


Peps Diary 


Hes 


y Fesruary 27—The sun so 


Baird 
Leonard 


fine this morning that I 
was at some pains to re- 
strain myself from dashing 
off to the shops, this being the time of 
year when all my apparel does sud- 
denly strike me as shabby and, unless 
I am vigilant, I do supplant it with 
garments bitterly regretted in two 
months, but it is ome season, thank 
God, in which I am not minded to buy 
hats, the off-the-face bonnet models 
pictured in the fashion advertisements 
discouraging a woman who is certain 
to look like Moll Pitcher in them. To 
luncheon at a publick with Marge 
Boothby, poor wretch, who, having 
read that Lord Byron lost considerable 
weight by saturating his food with 
vinegar, did order a cruet of tarragon 
with her meal, but I said nought, hav- 
ing wearied of playing King Canute to 
Marge’s fads. To a matinee of “Strike 
Up the Band,” a musickal piece whose 
splendid satire matches that of Gilbert 
and Sullivan, and I do hope it will be 
done in England, if for nought else 
than to show that there are some 


Americans capable of laughing pleas- 
antly at our national absurdities. The 
tunes fine, too, albeit I could have done 
without the romantic duets, which are 
the béte noire for me of any operetta, 
but Lord! they are doubtless considered 
necessary evils by the composers and 
producers, on the principles that love 
makes the world go round, that the 
majority of the audience is in that 
deplorable condition, and that people 
in love do take sentimental songs per- 
sonally and thereby derive a great sat- 
isfaction from them. To be honest 
on this point, my own emotional mile- 
stones were not unmarked by melodies, 
and I do blush as well as smile to set 
down that there was even a time when 
“Whose Baby Are You?” was by no 
means a rhetorical question to me. 
Nor is it void of significance, mayhap, 
that the outstanding hit during 
Samuel’s courtship was the song from 
“The Vagabond King” beginning, 
“Come all ye beggars of Paris, all ye 
lousy rabble of low degree!” and I do 
well recall lunching in the Chatham 
grill with Brian Hooker, who wrote 
the lyric, on the day its first gramo- 
phone record was released. 


Fesruary 28—Awake betimes, and 
(12) 


discoursing affably with my husband, 
who does now feel, because of some 
furniture painting he negotiated suc- 
cessfully, that the world lost a great in- 
terior decorator when he adopted the 
legal profession, and I was charitable 
enough not to remind him that the last 
time I permitted him to select some- 
thing for our dwelling, he did come 
home with a red plush chair remi- 
niscent of the General Grant period. 
A letter by the first post from Charlie 
Hughes enjoining me to find, if pos- 
sible, some books about pleasant and 
respectable people on which to base my 
next article for his magazine, since he 
is convinced that many people are 
tired of reading about the low and 
sordid characters who seem to form 
the basis of the bulk of modern fiction, 
nor is the immediate prospect of pleas- 
ing him bright, neither, for I have just 
finished Nathan Asch’s “Pay Day,” 
and the novels nearest my hand are 
“Bottom Dogs” and “Joy Is My Name,” 
unpromising titles in this connection. 
I can make a start, however, with 
Samuel Chotzinoff’s “Eroica” and Vir- 
ginia Hersch’s “Bird of God,” Beetho- 
ven and El Greco being above any- 
body’s reproach as material for copy. 





















































AKE an eight- 

een by eight- 

een living 
room in a_ studio 
apartment, so called 
because the windows 
run right up to the 
ceiling and so does 
the rent, fill it with 
fifty people and four 
hundred cock- 
tails, mix thor- 
oughly with 
terribly ani- 
mated conver- 
sation, around 
the town gossip and 
blah, and there you 
have a studio tea .. . if there is any- 
thing in this best of all possible worlds 
more futile, more innocuous or asinine 
I'd like to know what it is . . . why 
people give them is a mystery aud why 
people go to them an even deeper one 
. . . the only possible reasons I can 
think of are as follows: To get a few 
free cocktails before dinner; because 
you are afraid of hurting the hostess’ 
feelings if you don’t appear; because 
you know somebody who owes you 
money is going, or because you want to 
help the host break his lease . . . if 
you can think of any other reasons 
you're a better man than I am... 
herewith is launched the Association 
for the Prohibition of Studio Teas! 





Prize Letter 


(From a nationally known portrait 
painter who, unfortunately, wishes to 
remain incognito) . . . Dear Knicker- 
bocker, Jr—Allow me to congratulate 
you on your recent very able treatise on 
modern art. Also allow me to put you 
wise to what we, on Sixty-seventh 
street, call our Blindfold Test. Pick 
out a Matisse or a Modigliani hanging 
in one of our local mislead galleries, 
and have an art student, or house 
painter, make a copy of it. Hang the 


two side by side in identical frames 
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and then call in your “modern art” 
enthusiasts to pick out the original! 
If they understand “just what the artist 
is after” and truly appreciate his con- 
ception, beauty of line, color, etc., they 
will have no trouble at all in discern- 
ing the fake from the real article. 
However, instead of a cup of coffee, 
you had better serve a good shot of 
brandy between decisions because it is 
going to be an 
rey, awful shock to 
=) FF» the “modern art” 
(es e\\ enthusiasts! 





















New York Notes 


Slipping on a banana peel in 
this town is dangerous—you may 
fall under a taxicab or into a 
speakeasy . . . one great danger 
faced daily by New York cops is 
that they may contract rheumatism 
from hanging over damp bars... . 
you have to give a cop six or eight 
drinks before he is fully convinced 
there is no liquor on the premises 
. . . some of these business men in 
fiftieth floor offices must have aw- 
fully guilty consciences from being 
so close to Heaven . .. Maybe 
Grover Whalen will make a right 
turn in traffic soon .. . nothing has 
been done yet about the smoke 
nuisance in this city—especially in 
tea rooms. 
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Our Own Serial 
THE MAIN STEM MURDERS 


or 
Who Killed Walter Watchall? 


(Synopsis—Walter Watchall, the fa 
mous columnist, shot through key- 
hole! His rival columnist, Louis Sapo- 
lio, at the keyhole next door! Harry 
Richman, who was about to kick 
him! Clara Bow, who was approach- 
ing with an axe! And he was shot 
through the keyhole from an empty 
room! Read on!) 

Police commissioner Moby Dick and 
Philo Nance, the great detective, gazed 
open-mouthed at Louis Sapolio. “What! 
There was no one in the room?” “Not 
a soul!” grinned Sapolio. “Not even 
Texas Guinan! Al Case, the hotel 
manager, opened the door him- 
self with a pass key!” 

Nance sprang to his feet. 
“Did you say Al Case?” 

“What'd you think I said?” 
tittered Sapolio, “Mayor 
Walker?” 

“Isn’t Al Case the man who 
threatened to punch Watchall 
because he called his hotel a 


dump?” 
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“You're right!” exclaimed the com- 
missioner, adjusting his boutonniere. 
“Gosh,” yelled Sapolio. “If you’re 
going to suspect everyone who threat- 
ened to take a sock at Watchall 
you'll have to use Madison 
Square Garden as a jail! Why, 


¥ you were going to smash 
fg: him once yourself, commis- 


4 : ” 
pak oie sioner! 
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$i\> cal Nance looked up quick- 
| ly. “I 


‘Is that true, Commis- 
sioner?” 

Moby Dick blushed red and 
his mustache quivered. “Well— 
er—I—I did resent his implica- 
tion that I was a washout!” 

Nance wrote busily in his note 


Pll book. “Sorry, but I'll have to 
‘| make a note of that!” He turned 
to Sapolio. “Was anyone regis- 

4 


tered as occupying that room?” 

“Tl tell the Graphic!” cried Sapolio. 
“None other than John Gilbert!” 

“The Movie actor?” 

“Yes, in person. And how Watch- 
all used to roast him!” 

Nance’s eyebrows went up and 
again he scribbled in his book. 

“Amazin’! And who had the 
rooms on either side?” 

“Lee Shubert and Lindbergh!” 
“Amazin’!” muttered Nance, “and 
who had the room across the hall?” 

“You won't believe it,” yelled 
Sapolio, “but Charles McArthur was 
in that room!” 

“Ye Gods!” cried the commis- 
sioner. “The plot thickens!” 
(Continued next week) 
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“Studio Tea’’ 





Manna-About-Town 


The speakeasy on Fifty-fourth 
street with the girl waitresses 
the song hit of “Simple Simon,” 
“Send for Me” was the song hit of 
“Chee Chee,” only it was called “J 
Must Have You” ... Ed Wynn's 
piece de resistance, the piano-bicycle, 
was pictured in Lire fifteen years 
ago... And Jack Pearl in “Interna- 
tional Revue” pulls the Joe Miller 
about “Bell out of order” . . . the 
pretty gals at the Grand Central 
Station Telephone Booths . . . the 
St. James Infirmary record . . . prov- 
ing the old adage that “Silence is 
golden” at movies where both 
Talkie and Silent films are run... 
the advertisements being run by the 
Musical Union asking the public if 
they wouldn’t prefer real orchestras 
in theatres to canned music—all ready, 


Boys—YES! ... Bert Lahr’s Radio 
speech in “Flying High” ... the girl 
who won the Benda cover .. . the 


new libation called the Belle Livings- 
ton—two-thirds gin, one-third cream 
and a good shot of maple syrup. . 
the new Ford taxis . . . riding above 
Manhattan in a Fairchild monoplane 
. . + “Secret Envoy” by Maude Parker 
. . the bird who bought two sacks of 
liquor smuggled down from Canada 
by a Pullman porter and found when 
he got home that he had twenty-four 
bottles of nice aqua pura... the Night 
Boat on Forty-eighth street . . . the 
Best Twins ... Chevalier singing 
“You've Got That Thing” . . . the match 
trick—wet the bottom end of a match, 
light it and it will stand up straight on 
a tablecloth . . . the Chateau Richelieu 
on Fifty-first street . . . the Merry-Go- 
Round in Central Park . . . the mid- 
night movies that are never crowded. 
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Theatre - 6b¢y Raliph Barton 


ELL, I owe Christianity an 

apology. I’ve been awfully 

wrong about it all these years 
and I can hardly wait for the first of 
April to wear a large “kick me” sign 
lettered in uncial Gothic capitals. 

How was I to know that the thing 
was crammed with the most exquisite 
and elevating beauty? Having been 
born in the last decade of the nine- 
teenth century, it was my bad luck to 
be brought up in an age which looks 
upon the Faith as out-moded and 
gloomy nonsense practiced by dismal 
people in purposely hideous architec- 
tural surroundings. I was led to be- 
lieve, by eye-witnesses, that it made 
virtues of such vices as poverty and 
meekness, and sins of such virtues as 
gaiety and charm. I was told that it 
set aside Sunday to combat covetous- 
ness, pride, wrath, lust, avarice and 
most of the other sterling qualities that 
inspired the people about me to accom- 
plishment and success on week-days. I 
saw, with my own eyes, that it was 
preached by seedy gentlemen in shiny 
pants, or by vulgar, bawling evangelists 
in fancy dress costume, who over-acted 
like the members of the cast of a show 
that is posted to close on Saturday if 
business doesn’t pick up. I have 
watched, with horror, the callous crook- 
edness of its representatives’ methods 
in meddling in governmental affairs in 
Washington and I have been as sore 
as a pup when it has interfered with 
the peaceful conduct of my private life. 

The trouble was that I had never 
seen a mystery play. When mystery 
plays were in vogue in the middle ages, 
Christianity was a thriving institution. 
It put on a good show, in those days, 
and drew an enthusiastic and devoted 
public. Even in modern times, cheap 
vaudeville acts of the kind put on by 
Billy Sunday and Aimée McPherson 
draw the crowds. They draw the 
crowds—but they do not hold them, 
and teach them nothing. People come to 
gape and snigger, or to let off a little 
steam, or simply because everyone else 
comes, but they learn exactly nothing 
and their souls are as much the Devil’s 
as ever. 

The element that has been lacking in 
the practice of Christianity since the 
middle ages has obviously been that of 
beauty. The Bible, itself, does not sup- 
ply it. Fine poetry as it is, Edna St. 
Vincent Millay is better; and nobody 


in our times reads the Good Book for 
aesthetic enjoyment, anyway. We are 
too complicated and mean and ornery 
to conceive of beauty. Only a simple 
race of people with medieval minds— 
the same sort of people as the four- 
teenth century Europeans, who carved 
and painted the Virgin to look like the 
girl who lived in the next street and 
who thought of the Saviour as a friend 
—is capable of forgetting hell and giv- 
ing heaven an occasional thought. 
Such a race exists under our noses 
and something magnificent has been 
done about it, at last. A couple of years 
ago, one Roark Bradford wrote a book 
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Angel’s-eye view of Mare Connelly 

directing. 


setting forth the Southern American 
negro’s conception of the Bible story. 
It is an excellent book, but it dwindles 
to only an intelligent Uncle Remus 
story in comparison to what Marc Con- 
nelly has had the genius to make of it. 
Mr. Connelly’s stage version, “The 
Green Pastures,” is a mystery play 
composed of material that can be 
picked up anywhere in the South to- 
day. It is a naive comedy of God’s 
tragic problem: the human race. It 
lifts the theatre to heights of visual 
and spiritual beauty never before at- 
tained and it brings out the sweetness 
and beauty of the Christian faith as 
no pulpit-pounder has ever dreamed of 
doing it. Besides all this, it is one of 
the best entertainments in town. If 
the pastors fail to dismiss their con- 
gregations and command them to go 
to the Mansfield Theatre at least once 
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a week, they will prove themselves 
even more short-sighted than they were 
when they put over Prohibition. 

The leading character of “The 
Green Pastures” is the Almighty, Him- 
self. We see Him through eighteen 
scenes, wrassling with souls, fretting 
over wickedness, talking things over 
with Brother Noah and Brother Moses, 
sitting in His private office in heaven 
and complaining about the way things 
are going to His secretary, Gabriel. 
Played by Richard B. Harrison, at the 
head of an all-negro cast, the Lord has 
more dignity, more grandeur, more 
lovable charm than He has in Genesis. 
Dressed as a Baptist preacher, He is 
humble and omnipotent. It is impos- 
sible not to believe that it was a wave 
of His arm that brought down the walls 
of Jericho. When He steps to the win- 
dow of His office and remarks that the 
old sun is making things powerful hot 
and says, ‘softly, “Let it be a might 
cooler,” and, presently, in gratitude, 
“That’s nice,” it seems the most natural 
thing in the world. 

The rest of the huge cast, which in- 
cludes Daniel L. Haynes who was in 
the film, “Hallelujah,” is direct, force- 
ful and faultless, and Robert Edmund 
Jones has done some of his best work 
with the settings. The only thing that 
can keep “The Green Pastures” from 
running for five years is the taint that 
the word “religious” casts over it. 
Don’t be fooled. “The Green Pas- 
tures” is religious, but it is packed 
with decent, honest fun and it is as 
profoundly moving and as beautiful 
as anything you could ever hope to see 
in a theatre. 


HIS crowds out further comment 

on “Simple Simon.” A dash of 
raving about Harriet Hoctor and the 
Hunting Ballet ought to be worked in 
this page, somehow, and a slight com- 
plaint about Ed Wynn’s lack of new 
inventions registered. The gaudy 
cheapness of Lew Leslie’s “Interna- 
tional Revue” and the side-splitting 
antics of Bert Lahr in “Flying High” 
ought to be gone into at length, too. 
Enough, for the moment, to say that 
Gertrude Lawrence returns to her own 
cute, pretty, adorable self in Mr. Les- 
lie’s racket, and I have never heard a 
louder laugh in any theatre than the 
one which greets one of Bert Lahr’s 
gags. More of this next week. 


- 



































THE PERFECT FOOL AND A PERFECT ACTOR. 
Ed Wynn in “Simple Simon” and Richard B. Harrison in “The Green Pastures.” 
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Greta Garbo Speaks 


VER since it became a certainty 

that screen stars would have to 

fit themselves for speaking réles 
in order to survive, there has been in- 
ternational speculation about Greta 
Garbo. “Anna Christie” is the picture 
the movie world has been waiting for 
—the first film in which Miss Garbo 
speaks—and the result will be as much 
a subject of controversy as has her work 
as a silent performer. The voice you 
will hear is not the natural speaking 
voice of the Swedish actress. After 
numerous tests she has creased a voice 
for the screen—a low, throaty contralto 
that is easily under- 
stood despite the 
heavy Scandinavian 


Miowviie S - & Harry Hwang 


his theory. The rdle is portrayed by 
Charles Bickford, a very fine actor of 
the he-man type, who is making the 
movies a better place in which to see 
women swept off their feet. George 
Marion plays Anna’s negligent father 
as well as he did in the original stage 
version, and Marie Dressler is so con- 
vincing as his hard-boiled, whiskey- 
sodden wife that there are times when 
it takes the combined efforts of Direc- 
tor Clarence Brown and the entire cast 
to prevent her walking off with the 
piece bodily. As a mild criticism we 
might say that Mr. Marion’s references 
to “dat old debbil sea” should have 
been used more sparingly in view of the 
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accent—a voice that 
is a suitable medium 
for the articulate ex- 
pression of the most 
unusual personality 
in motion pictures. 
It tells you nothing 
about the woman ex- 


cept that she is 
clever enough to 
meet an_ exacting 


contingency with a 
weapon that pre- 
serves the aura of 
exotic mystery so 
vital to the dramatic 
rdles she plays. 

“Anna Christie” 
(in common with the 
works of Eugene 
O’Neill) is no quaint 
fantasy with which 
to beguile little chil- 
dren. Its only beauty 
is the regeneration of a woman who 
stages a comeback from that mode of 
living sometimes referred to (with 
exaggeration) as “a fate worse than 
death.” The idea is not new, but Miss 
Garbo is never trite, and her artistry 
makes it easy to believe that the dif- 
ference between loose ladies and re- 
spectable women is the kind of men 
they were forced to associate with in 
their youth. 

The hero of the O'Neill story is a 
naive tempestuous Irish sailor—half 
brute, half religious fanatic—condemn- 
ing all women as immoral weak- 
lings while glorying in the God-given 
virility that is his chief asset in proving 


“Sure—I'd love to sing the ‘Fair Harvard’ 


again fer ya, Mrs. Peebles.” 


fact that the line has become a bromide 
in recent years and may get a giggle at 
the wrong moment. Another weak- 
ness is the overabundance of dialog in 
the closing scenes. 

In selecting Miss Garbo’s future vehi- 
cles consideration will have to be taken 
of her accent—a circumstance that 
should prove no more of an obstacle 
than it has in the case of Damita, 
Chevalier and other foreign stars. We 
shall eagerly anticipate her next effort 
and sincerely hope that she may again 
have the good fortune to be entrusted 
to the intelligent guidance of Clarence 
Brown. 

“Anna Christie” is no picture for 
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children, but we recommend it to all 
adults, and particularly to those who 
contend that a woman cannot be yjr. 
tuous unless she is chaste. 


And Don't Miss This One 


Y ALL means see “Men Without 

Women.” This department goes 
on record right here as making the 
prediction that this excellent Fox film 
presents a picture of gripping drama 
and stark realism that will not be sur. 
passed during the present year. 

The story is built around life in the 
U. S. Submarine Service, a theme par. 
ticularly relevant at 
this time when the 
great sea powers are 
gathered together in 
the cause of “hv 
manity” to decide 
whether or not the 
submarine’s value as 
a destroyer of life 
and shipping is com- 
mensurate with the 
cost and danger of 
operation. 

John Ford is the 
director and the prin- 
cipals include Ken- 
neth MacKenna, Far- 
rell MacDonald and 
Walter = McGrail— 
practically an all 
Jewish cast. And 
don’t let the title 
fool you. Any time 
you see men suffer- 


song ing in a movie you 
can be sure there is 
a woman at the bot- 

tom of it. 


Occasionally an excellent movie such 
as this one will sneak into town 
without the advance ballyhoo that is 
accorded the garish girl-and-music 
talkies, so be on the lookout or you 
may miss it. 


Not So Hot 


ILIES OF THE FIELD” stars 
Miss Corrine Griffith—a lovely 
camera subject, but not happily en 
dowed as an elocutionist. Miss Griffith, 
as usual, plays an unhappy character— 
(Continued on Page 30) 
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— Static in its More Subtle Forms 
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Contrary to Popular Belief, all Static 
is not caused by Frigidaires 
and Passing Streetcars 
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Every Rudy Vallee fan certainly remembers that ear- 
splitting roar that interrupted him in mid-croon and 
drowned the syllable “eet” out of “Sweetheart” on Jan. Perplexed for months, the Higgsie Andiron Co. has finally 
2st at 9:47 P.M. The disturbance, investigation shows, located the origin of the static that has been ruining their 
was an ether vibration caused by a bewildered night- weekly radio hour. A rival andiron concern, it seems, had 
ingale flying through an intricate formation in the Cat's discovered that hellish static could be caused by arranging 
Cradle Makers Club in Joplin, Mo. (Vallee is now seek- @ triangle with a goldfish at one corner, a couple of Trichin- 
ing an injunction to force this club to buy screens.) opoly cigars at another, and a busby at the apex. 
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People living near zoos always complain of noisy radio reception. Seeking 
the cause, Caleb Knud, curator of the Bronx kangaroos, noticed that mother 
kangaroos and their offspring always breathed in unison. “The draughts,” 
mused Knud, “must cause the static.” Breathing experts were called in, and 
Knud now has the mothers breathing in while the young ones breathe out. 
The ether about his park is now staticless. 
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HOUSTON, Tex.—Judge Ralph 
Fowler, of Police Court, is shy a dollar. 

He used it to pay a fine he imposed 
on his wife for failure to observe a 
boulevard stop. 

Mrs. Fowler had no money with her. 

“You pay it,” she suggested. 

“I guess I'll have to,” he said. 


WESTPORT, Conn.—While Depu- 
ty Judge Herbert E. Baldwin was in 
Town Court fining motor vehicle law 
violators and others, police tagged his 
automobile, which had been parked too 
long in front of the Town Hall. 

After court Judge Baldwin carried 
his tag to Police Headquarters and 
paid a $2 penalty. 


CLEVELAND—Wilbur C. White- 
head, bridge expert, says that trumping 
your partner’s ace is not so dumb. “It 
is often a smart play to trump your 
partner’s ace,” says Mr. Whitehead, 
“and the person criticising the act often 
turns out to be the dumb one. I’m 
tired of hearing it referred to as an 
act of dumbness.” 


MINNEAPOLIS—A Minnesota soci- 
ologist denies that the criminal class 
is recruited from morons and the sub- 
normal. Tests in the Joliet Peniten- 
tiary, he states, proved that “the aver- 
age intelligence quotient found there 
was higher than that of the police who 
captured them.” 
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Behind the Scenes of a Great Industry. 
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WASHINGTON — Senator Reed 
Smoot, who says he will read to the 
Senate examples of “obscene literature” 
in support of his fight for custom’s 
censorship, has been challenged to read 
extracts from the works of Brigham 
Young. The people’s Legislative Sery- 
ice, which issues the challenge, says 
that if the Mormon senator’s customs 
censorship had existed, the “Journal of 
Brigham Young” would never have 
been admitted to this country. 













SEATTLE, Wash.—The Federal 
Court lodged a nuisance complaint 
against the Rose Room of the Butler 
Hotel, claiming that intoxicants were 
habitually brought in and consumed 
by guests, though conceding that no 
liquor was sold there. Now the Su- 
preme Court has to answer this ques- 
tion: 

“Ts it the law that the proprietor of a 
restaurant or hotel must search his 
guests before admitting them on pen- 
alty of having his business abated as a 
nuisance?” 




































ALBANY—While Democratic Sena- 
tors from New York City were biting 
their finger nails and wondering how 
soon some of their own bills would 
get out of committee, their Republican 
opponents were seriously debating until 
a late hour last night a measure by 
Senator Frederick J. Slater, Republi- 
can, of Rochester, which finally was 
passed. 

It provides that weeds shall be re- 
moved twice a year from the land bor- 
dering on the State highways. 





CHARLOTTE, N. C.—North Caro- 
lina husbands nagged by disagreeable 
mothers-in-law must prepare them- 
selves for the worst, for the courts have 
no right to issue injunctions restrain- 
ing them from invading the male’s 
domicile. 

Judge H. Hoyle Sink in Superior 
Court, at Charlotte, denied the plea of 
Stephen Pappas, Myers Park, for an in- 
junction to prevent his mother-in law, 
Mrs. Lundy Eddleman, from coming 
into his home. 
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—Reprinted from Lire, Nov. 15, 1900. 

IN THE DAYS OF FLYING MACHINES. 
SHIPWRECKED SAILOR: Good heavens! Adrift 

four days and no planet in sight yet. 
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—Reprinted from Lirg, Oct. 12, 1905. 
A DIFFERENCE. 
If you have no manners and you don’t give a rap, 
And you generally act like a boor, 
You’re only eccentric, if millions you own— 
You’re a regular old rip, if you’re poor. 














| 
—Reprinted from Lire, Sept. 7, 1905. 


“Young man, have you been trying to kiss my daughter?” 
“No sir, I’ve been trying not to.” 
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Lire’s Ticket SERVICE 
How Lire readers can get good 
orchestra seats at box-office prices 
to all shows on this page indicated 

by stars. 


See Page 26 











(Listed in the order of their openings.) 


Comedy and Drama 


KSTREET Scene. Ambassador. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—How the other half lives, loves and 
dies. Elmer Rice’s prize winning drama of 
the slums. 

*Journey’s Env. Henry Miller’s. $4.40—Taut 
two hours in the British front line trenches. 

*Birv In Hanp. Forty-ninth Street. $3.85— 
A pleasant evening in an English inn, by 
John Drinkwater. 

XIr’s A Wise Cuitp. Belasco. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—A young woman threatens to repro- 
duce. Hilarious moment in the suburbs. 

Civic Repertory THEaTRE—Eva Le Galli- 
enne’s company in various classics by Ibsen, 
Tchekov, Barrie, Tolstoi, etc. 

*%Strictty DisHonoraB_e. Avon. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Love steps between a gay de- 
ceiver and his prey in a cozy speakeasy. Best 
comedy in town. 

*Susway Express. Republic. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Murder in the I. R. T. It happens 
and is solved before your eyes. 

*%June Moon. Broadhurst. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Get that diaphragm loosened up 
with a few guffaws at Lardner’s and Kauf- 
man’s song-writers. 

WBeERKELEY Square. Lyceum. $4.40—A mere 
trifle made important by Leslie Howard’s 
fine acting. 

*%Broken Disues. Masque. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—The revolt of a henpeck. Donald 
Meek tells mother and the girls where to 
get off. 

Ir Never Rains. Bayes—Worthless 
about California real estate dealings. 

®MeENvDEL, Inc. Longacre. $3.00—Alexander 
Carr, Joe Smith and Charles Dale in varia- 
tions on the Potash and Perlmutter theme. 

*®Younc Sinners. Morosco. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Necking in the late "teens and early 
twenties. 

®Micwaet And Mary. Charles Hopkins. $4.40 
—Nice little play by Milne, with Henry 
Hull and Edith Barrett doing good work. 

*&DeatH Takes A Houipay. Ethel Barrymore. 
$3.00—Sat. Hol. $3.85—Death spends a 
week-end as a mortal among mortals, to 
see what it is like. Philip Merivale is 
superb. 

RutH Draper. Comedy—E pluribus unum. 

&kTue First Mrs. Fraser. Playhouse. $3.85— 
Sat. Hol. $4.40—Grace George and A. E. 
Matthews in an extremely pleasant comedy 
by St. John Ervine. 

*®CuitpREN Or Darkness. Biltmore. $3.85— 
Newgate Prison in 1725 resounds to some 
fine writing by Edwin Justus Mayer. 

At Tue Bottom. Waldorf—A new and inter- 
esting version of Gorki’s “The Lower 
Depths.” 

Nancy’s Private Arran. Hudson—Better go 
directly to the movies. 

WEverytTuine’s Jake. Bijou. $3.85—Don 
Marquis’ amiable old soaks on a trip abroad. 

*Resounn. Plymouth. $3.85—The bright say- 
ings of Donald Ogden Stewart, recited by 
Hope Williams. 

*&Many A Sup. Little. $3.85—Sat. Hol. $4.40 
—Sylvia Sidney in an imitation of “It’s a 
Wise Child.” 


farce 


*®Disonorep Lavy. Empire. $4.40—Katharine 
Cornell commits a sordid murder. 

*%Topaze. Music Box. $3.00—Sat. Hol. $3.85— 
Frank Morgan in a brilliant satire on polit- 
ical grafters. First class entertainment. 

*&Tue Last Mite. Sam H. Harris. $3.00—Sat. 
Hol. $3.85—Mutiny in the death house. As 
much horror as you can stand. 

Tue InFinirE SHorstack. Maxine Elliott’s— 
Queer, talky play which fails to make its 
strange atmosphere interesting. 

Apron Strincs. Cort—The mother-son com- 
plex in a piffling comedy. 

*®Tuose We Love. John Golden. $3.85—Infi- 
delity in Westchester. 

Tue Pxrurocrat. Vanderbilt—Tarkington’s 
Babbitts abroad. 

*&Tue Appre Cart. Martin Beck. $3.00—Sat. 
Hol. $3.85—The Guild’s production of Ber- 
nard Shaw's new play. Important because 
it is Shaw. 

*&Tue Green Pastures. Mansfield. $4.40—The 
most beautiful play in years which is also 
highly amusing and entertaining. 


Musical 


WEart Carroii’s SketcH Book. Forty-sixth 
Street. $6.60—Carroll’s best yet. Will Ma- 
honey, the Three Sailors and plenty of 
women. 

*®Sweet Apevine. Hammerstein. $5.50—Ho- 
boken in 1898. Kern's music, Irene Frank- 
lin, Helen Morgan and Charles Butterworth. 

WBirrer Sweet. Shubert. $5.50—Vienna in 
1880. Noel Coward’s operetta without 
comedy. 

*HeEaps Up! Alvin. $5.50-—Rodgers and Hart 
score, Jack Whiting and Victor Moore. Good 
fun. 

*Sons O' Guns. Imperial. $6.60-—One of the 
best. Jack Donahue and Lily Damita with 
grand color and noise. 

*Firry MILtion FRENcHMEN. Lyric. $6.60— 
Americans on the loose in Paris. Cole Por- 
ter’s music. 

*Top Speepv. Royale. $5.50—Routine stuff. 
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Vatet: Did you ring, 
AssurpLy Rich GENTLEMAN: 


Jump in at once and find it. 
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*®&Waxe Up Anp Dream. Selwyn. $6.60—Cole 
Porter’s music, including “What Is This 
Thing Called Love?” Also the ravishing 
Tilly Losch. 

StrikE Up Tue Bann. Times Square—Words 
and music by the Gershwins, comedy by 
Clark and McCullough. What more do you 
want? 

Rippces. New Amsterdam—Fred Stone and 
issue in a nice clean show. 

*Simpce Simon. Ziegfeld. $5.50—Sat. Hol. 
$6.60—A huge Ziegfeld production, with 
Ed Wynn. 

*&THe INTERNATIONAL REVUE. 
—tLarge and dirty. 
trude Lawrence. 

Fryinc Hic. Apollo—An excellent show 
that Bert Lahr makes one of the funniest in 
town. 


Majestic. $6.60 
Jack Pearl and Ger- 


Movies 


Anna CuristrE, MEN WitrHout WomEN anp 
Lites Or Tue Fietp—In this issue. 

Son Or Tue Gops—The best thing Richard 
Barthelmess has done since Tol’able David. 

SHE Coutpn’r Say No—Winnie Lightner 
proves that a good comedienne should stick 
to her gags. 

Love Comes ALonc—Bebe Daniels sings pleas- 
antly and has her honor saved by a sailor. 
That’s news. 

Happy Days. Fox—Not important unless your 
theatre shows the Grandeur Film version. 
If you don’t know what Grandeur is, read 
Lire, March 7th. 

THe Green Goppess. Warner Brothers— 
Disappointing after “Disraeli.” George Ar- 
liss is splendid but receives poor support. 

STREET OF CHANCE. Paramount—William 
Powell gives a remarkable performance in 
a story reminiscent of the Rothstein case. 

Nor So Dums. Metro-Goldwyn—Maybe they 
are right. 

Devit May Care. Metro-Goldwyn—Ramon 
Novarro’s singing voice adds to his charm. 
And there are two good songs. 


(Continued on Page 26) 
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sir? 
Yes, I’ve lost the soap. 
—London Opinion. 
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If you can press a 

lever youcan take mov- 

ies with this extremely 
simple little camera. 
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| - Extremely Simple 
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that anybody who can press 
a lever can operate. That 
even the modest purse 


can afford | 


You can get a Koda- 
scope projector, for 
showing home movies, 


as low as $60. 


Designed for amateurs, by the 

men who so simplified picture- 

taking that snapshot-making 

became easy enough for 
children 


F you can look through a finder and 

press a lever, you can take success- 
ful home movies, either in black-and- 
white or in full color, with this 
remarkably simple little camera. 

You’ll get wonderfully clear and 
interesting movies even if you are an 
absolute beginner...even if you’ve 
never had a camera in your hands 
before. 

And if you can afford the ordinary 
accessories of modern life, you can 
afford a Ciné-Kodak. 

Imagine the thrill of seeing your own 
child smiling, dimpling, walking across 
your home movie screen. 

Think of your own loved ones, kept 
just as they are—never changing, never 











aging—in marvelous motion pictures 
that you yourself make. 


Developed by the Men Who Simplified 
Amateur Picture- Taking 


Unbiased by the precedents and prej- 
udices of professional cinema camera 
design, the men who made still pho- 
tography so easy have now made home 
movie-making equally simple for you. 
That’s the point to remember. You 
want the simplest movie camera you can 
get. With the Ciné-Kodak, all you do 
is press the lever and you take movies. 
Then send the film to any Eastman 
processing station. Developing is in- 
cluded in the price of the film. 
And, with the Kodascope, you pro- 
ject the pictures in your own living 
room as easily as playing a phonograph. 
With Ciné-Kodak Safety Film, 
regular or panchromatic, the Ciné- 


Ciné-Kodak 
Simplest of Home Movie Cameras 
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Kodak takes black-and-white pictures. 
By using Kodacolor Film and the 
Kodacolor Filter, Cin¢é-Kodak B or 
BB £ 1.9 takes beautiful pictures in 
full, natural color—every color that 
the eye can see. 

Kodak Cinegraphs, 100-, 200- and 
400-foot reels of cartoons, comedy 
and travel that cost only $7.50 a hun- 
dred feet, are available. 

Any Ciné-Kodak dealer will be glad 
to demonstrate the Ciné-Kodak and to 
show you Kodacolor on the screen. 
To permit buying from income rather 
than capital, many offer an attractive 
deferred payment plan. 





MAIL FOR FREE BOOK 





EASTMAN Kopak Company, Rochester, N. Y. 

Pleare send me, FREE and without obliga- 
tion, the booklet telling me how I can easily 
make my own movies, 








Confider tial Guide Lire’s 


: (Continued from Page 24) + s 
SPEEDERS _ Ticket Service 
court | Supper Clubs 


*Dressy 

C Cover Charge FS Fridays and Saturdays 

H Headwaiter *If you are going to be in Neu York 

SMIG The price of Sandwiches, Mineral Wa- LIFE’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
ter, Ice, Gingerale (for two) 

Barney's, 85 W. 3rd. The best night club 





*%We render this service without profit sole. 
ly in the interest of our readers. I 





money but an extra trip to the box-office, 











below 188th St. C.$3. S.$4.00. H.Arnold. Good cme oe svelte Gr cain 
SMIG.$4. indicated in the Confidential Guide by STARS 
Casanova, 134 W. 52. Popular place. C.$4. | and at PRICES noted. 
_ H.Louis. SMIG.$5. All orders for tickets must reach Lig 
Cuez Frorence, 58th St., near 8th Ave. Of; noe ag aa ] 2! 
Formerly Guinan’s. You can stay up all fice at least seven days before date of per. 
night. C.$4.00. SMIG.$4.00. formance. Check for exact amount must be 
Crus Praza, Plaza Hotel. Nice. Dick Gas- | attached to each Purchase Order. 
Receipt will be sent to purchaser by ret 
Crus RicHMaN, 157 W. 56. Swell place, swell ail a a b : a» h wo 
orchestra (Abe Lyman’s). * C.$5. H.Jimmy. mall. ‘This must be pecsented at the Son-efie 
SMIG.$s. on the evening of the performance. 
County Farr, 54 E. oth. Economic fun. C.$1. x , es lite = ; bl 
FS.$1.50. H.Charlie. SMIG.$1.85. IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT OF F. 
Connte’s Inn, 7th Ave. at 131st. Harlem fun, | THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERs 
late at night. C.$2. FS.$2.50. SMIG.$2.75. SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF- : 
Corron Crus, Lenox Ave. at 142. Ditto FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN 3 
Harlem fun. Ditto same prices. rps seve spp a vese-eppaohate Beer 
DarrybiLL, 46 W. 8th. Attractive place, good TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THE 
crowd, C.$2. S.$3. SMIG.$2.50. NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 
Dome, 52 W. 8th. Greenwich Village night ** * 
club life. C.$1. S.$1.50. H.Victor. SMIG. In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
acc Cunrron Ganz, 325¢ and 7th Ave to name two alternative choices of shows with 
J 1} -L, 7 4 . . : ° 
Paul Specht’s orchestra. C.$1. FS.$1.50. each selection, in case Lire’s quota of seats 4t 


When time's too short for a SMIG.$2.50. for that performance is exhausted. Remit- 


Les Amsassapeurs, 50th and Broadway. Clay- tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 


ton, Jackson and Durante, enough said. 


° ag’? . ms a ‘ 
C.$3.00. S.$4.00. H.L . SMIG.$4.00. 
long cigar “ee it S time for S $4.50. 4.00 OUIS 4-¢ oT 


priced seats requested. Amy excess amount 


Lipo, 7th Ave. at 52nd. Very ritzy. Moss and * 7 Ss 


Fontana. *C.$6. H.Maraschino. Lire will be glad to make appropriate se- 
MontMarTE, soth & B’way. Very nice and lections for purchasers if they will indicate stl 


P , , * 
always has been. * C.$3. with order the type of show preferred and re- 


Rooseve.t Grit, Roosevelt Hotel, Nice place. 
T HE C.$2 mit amount to cover top prices. Any excess 


Russtana, 276 W. 44. Russian cabaret. Pretty | amount will be refunded. 











LITTLE CIGARS good. C.$3.00. ae 
St. Recis SEAGLADE, 5th Ave. at 55th. Swell. | 
. - aa *C.$2. S.$3. NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER a 
Two-minute “‘breathing spells THE TELEPHONE. 
every hour orsoin theday... when eee 
9.208 , — Records NO MONEY REFUNDED ON ORDERS étt 
you'd like a cigar but haven’t time . WITHOUT SEVEN DAYS’ NOTICE. 
R ae oe I'm A Littce Bit Fonper Or You 
for a 20-minute “‘session” with an Light, peppy and different. 
. : Rep Hor Anp Bive RuyTHM..... .Just that. 
over-size perfecto. Light a‘‘B.T.A.” Victor “ . | 
h of a 15¢ ci Allthe fl Nosopy’s SWEETHEART — LirE’s TICKET SERV ICE | i 
a tenth ofa ¢ cigar. Saaver, AFTER You’vE GONE 598 Madison Ave., New York City | 
all the fragrance. But with 10 “sto Paul Whiteman playing two good “old | oth 
a é - e ? timers” like nobody’s business. (Columbia) Purchase Order , 
over privileges” to multiply your pe a 
: We Love Us I want tickets for the following shows: | 
smoking pleasures and save the Coon-Sanders band playing one swell tune. . r 8 
: Vocal chorus. 
waste of half-smoked cigars. | oF oy Tur Tows 
Rather ordinary. Ted Weems (who’s usual- 
ly so good.) (Victor) (No. Seats) (Date) 8th 
Can’t Be BorHereD WITH ME......... 
. .Easy clean cut rhythm. 
Wuere THe Gotpen Darropits Grow... i } 
Guy Lombardo has a particularly smooth on 
style (Columbia) . sins 1a 
his 
Sheet Music 
gt 
“Thank You, Father” (Flying High) 
“Wasn't It Beautiful While It Lasted” (Flying 
High) 
‘ “Happy Landing” (Flying High) 
© P. Lorillard Co. “Without Love” (Flying High) : 
If dealer can’t supply you, send 15¢ for sample tin to “I'm a Little Bit Fonder of You” (No show) 














P. Lorillard Company, 119 West 40th Street, New York. “Sweetn’ Heart” (Simple Simon) 
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Have Women a Sense 
of Humor? 





Contest Winners 






ist Prize—$500.00 





to Mary Stevens Sweeney, 
71 Eastwood Place, 


Buffalo, N. Y. 








{h! Charades.” 






2nd Prize—$250.00 
to Sally O'Donnell, 
care S. Levor, 
State Security Bk. Bldg., 
Zanesville, Ohio. 
For “Modern child's prayer: 
bless Mother. 
Father.” 










God 
She’s even worse than 









3rd Prize—$100.00 





to J. Dupont, 
173 Pine Street, 
Bangor, Maine. 






For “ Admonition to Young America.” 








4th Prize—$25.00 
to Teddy Kruglak, 
3323 8oth Street, 
Jackson Heights, L. I. 
For “The Masculine Credo.” 










sth Prize—$25.00 





to N. Florence Crane Collier, 
140 Paulin Blvd., 
Leonia, N. J. 
For “Although God alone can make 
a tree, it takes a college to make the 


” 


sap. 








6th Prize—$25.00 





to Ruth Kissen, 
171 Jamaica Ave., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
For “Omar Khayyam Revised.” 






wth Prize—$25.00 





to Myra M. Waterman, 
620 West 115th St., 
New York City. 






For “Pique.” 






8th ~Prize—$25.00 
to Mrs. A. C. Phenicie, 
Sheboygan, Wis. 
For illustrated idea—“If I put an ash 
tray wherever my husband dropped 


his ashes.” 












gth Prize—$25.00 
to Helen Ready, 
1414 College Ave., 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
For “Woman—the Sucker!” 











For illustrated idea—“Tactful Guest: 











Your SUMMER Home Is REapy— 
Aut It NEeEps 


Is Puttinc Up 





WE mean, literally, that if today you 
have the site for a summer home, you 
need only to choose your Hodgson 
floor-plan—and in a short time you're 
ready to move in. 

The photograph below shows one 
of the Hodgson Houses now in use. 
We built it in sections, shipped it 
all ready to erect. There it stands, 
and will stand through the years— 
staunch, watertight, comfortable, 
wearing its charm with the simple 
dignity of a dwelling in good taste. 

We build Hodgson Houses of the 
finest materials. Selected weather- 
proof cedar and Douglas fir. The sec- 
tions fit tightly together, held rigid 
by heavy key bolts. Your house will 
last for years without repairs, and 
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you can enlarge it quickly at any time. 
If you've postponed building a vaca- 
tion home because you dread the con- 
fusion, delay and unexpected expenses 
of building, choose a Hodgson House. 
You can have it erected with local 
help—or, if you prefer, we will send 
a Hodgson construction foreman to 
supervise the whole job. 


Send today for our free illustrated 
book L. It shows a great variety 
of plans and arrangement, gives pho- 
tographs and prices. Also shows fur- 
nishings and outdoor equipment. 
Write to E. F. Hodgson bo. 1108 
Commonwealth Ave., Boston, Mass., 


or 6 East 39th St., New York City. 
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A government official has written a 
novel. It is nice to know that he has 
found something to do. 

—Passing Show. 


The butcher still uses everything 
about the pig except its squeal. This is 
used by the customer when he hears 
the price of pork. —Punch. 





—Hol she , 





A modern fireproof \ 
hotel with accommoda- 
tions, cuisine and service 
that make it the rendez- 
vous of Bermuda’s finest. 
Set in the midst of a 
fifteen acre tropical 
garden. 5CO guests. 
Tor booklet and reservations, 
O4df eis 
J. A. SHERRARD 
Managing Director 


Hotel Bermudiana, Bermuda, 


or 
FURNESS BERMUDA LINE 
$65 Fifth Ave.. N. Y. City 


or any authorized Tourist Agent 
































TO 
HASTY EATERS 
who repent 
at leisure 


Pepto-BisMOL will end your diges- 
tive discomforts quickly. 

It brings amazingly swift relief 
from hyper-acidity, heartburn, sour 
stomach, and indigestion. It checks 
acid fermentation. 

Pepto-Bismol is safe—prescribed 
by doctors for 25 years. Even children 
love its agreeable flavor. 

Pepto-Bismol is sold with a flat 
promise of money back if it disap- 
points you. Buy it in the 3-cornered 
bottle at your druggist’s. Only 50c. 
Take it and enjoy serene after-eating 
hours 


epto-Bismol 


RELIEVES INDIGESTION QUICKLY 


MAKERS OF <> UNGUENTINE 








IT’S SMART TO HEAT WITH GAS 





Luxurious 


Freedom 
from Care... 


Home from the theater—late. It's 
bitter cold outside but they know that 
their home is flooded with perfect 
warmth from top to bottom. 


No matter whether you are away or 
the servants are away you can be 
sure that your home is being kept at 
just the temperature you desire at any 
time of the night or day when you have 
this most modern heating luxury. 


IDEAL 
GAS BOILERS 


combine with other luxurious features, 
all the efficiency that the American 
Radiator Company builds into every 
boiler. They are absolutely automatic, 
controlled entirely mechanically— 
and the fuel comes from the same 
inconspicuous pipe as the fuel for 
your kitchen range and is paid for 
on the same bill—after you have 
used it. It eliminates all responsibility 
on the part of the owner and fur- 
nishes healthful, clean warmth— 
automatically. 


Write for complete information on 
the comfort, convenience and 
cleanliness of Ideal Gas Boilers. 





GAS UTILIZATION DEPARTMENT 
AMERICAN RADIATOR 





& 
STANDARD SANITARY 


CORPORATION 


4° West 4oth Street, New York City 
vest tel 
GAS HEATING IS NO LONGER A LUXURY 
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Willingdrift 
(Continued from Page 7) 


“Led astray,” he finished, “in his 
loneliness.” 

He stopped dramatically with a flour- 
ish of his napkin. 

“Well?” said Mrs. Smith. 

“Willingdrift,” said Smith, “poor, 
blundering old fellow, withdrew and 
so it turned out he showed me to you 
too by garrow! my playacting was so 
good you haven’t spoken to me since!” 

He did another laugh, a better one 
this time, and looked out of the corner 
of his eye to see how it had got across. 
Somehow, he felt he had won his way 
out of a tight place. 

“Robert,” said Mrs. Smith. “You're 
not only faithless, you’re a liar!” 

“Emily!” he said and his tone was 
hurt; that of a man who has suffered 
much and now is confronted with a 
replica of the straw that was laid on 
the camel’s back. “Emily.” 

She shook her finger at him. 

“Rob Smith, I’ve stood about all I 
will. This girl and that girl and the 
other girl!” 

“What other girl?” said Smith. 

With what would have been a roar 
had she been a roaring animal, Mrs. 
Smith left the room. When she was 
gone, Smith leaned back in his chair. 
Willingdrift entered, carrying a cob- 
webby bottle of port, with the air of a 
doctor hurrying to an accident. In 
silence Smith watched him pour it. 
Then he shook his head. 

“Willing,” he said. “You sold me 
out.” 

Had Willingdrift been an ordinary 
butler or, for that matter, an ordinary 
Englishman, he would have said, “I 
did my best, sir!” raised hand to brow 
in shame and hurried off. But he 
wasn’t. He said, “You know what 
Captain Lawrence said, sir?” 

“Lawrence?” 

“The naval hero.” 

“He said, “Don’t shoot till you can 
see their eyes are white.’ Never made 
much sense to me. Suppose some lad 
with blue eyes had been in it?” 

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said Wil- 
lingdrift, realizing Smith was not 
quite himself. “That was Captain 
Hill. Lawrence, sir, said, ‘Don’t give 
up the ship!’” 

Smith smiled at him. He said, 
“Don’t be silly, Willing, I haven’t got 
a ship.” 

“Metaphorically, sir.” 

“What?” 

“In theory, you have a ship.” 

“They cost too much to keep up,” 
said Smith and left the room. 

From force of habit and entirely for- 
getting his wife was probably there, 
Smith made his way toward the draw- 
ing room. He walked like an old man 
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CAST OFF IN THIS BOAT, 
AND UNROLL A WIDE, 
WHITE WAKE 


Here’s a stout boat—this “Old Town,” 
She rides the water like a sea-gull—cuts 
along like a shark. Never shivers or 
vibrates—she’s built extra-rigid. The 
heavy, non-leak canvas has no seams to 
open up, and therefore won’t ever need 
caulking. Ideal for heavy loads, but 
wonderfully light and well-balanced. 
Free catalog shows big, fast, sea- 
worthy, all-wood, outboard family boats; 
canvas-covered, square-stern boats with 
sponsons; rowboats; dinghies; speedy 
step-planes; and all types of canoes, 
Write. Old Town Canoe Co., 1123 
Middle Street, Old Town, Maine. 


“Old Town Boats” 














TRAVELi EUROPE 


59 
years of 
service 





INDEPENDENT 
Escorted 
Private Auto 


Be TOURS 
offiens Steamship TICKETS 


DEAN & DAWSON id 
512 FIFTH AVE, NEW YORK, N.¥. 














SMELLING 


SAUTPS 


At home, at the theatre, while 
shopping or traveling, or if you 
find yourself in stuffy rooms or 
crowded places, the pungent fra- 
grance of Crown Lavender 
Smelling Salts clears the brain, 
steadies the nerves, counteracts 
faintness and weariness. It is in- 
vigorating—a delight and comfort. 
Sold everywhere. Schieffelin & Co., 








16-26 Cooper Square, New York. 








BITTERS 


Use a Tablespoon in 4 

Glass of Ginger Ale or 

Water. A Good Tonic 
and Palatable. 





Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 
Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 
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who has suddenly realized it. In the 
doorway he stopped. Mrs. Smith was 
standing before the fireplace, a long 
box in her hand. He could see flowers 
brimming over its edges. She was 
reading a card. 

“Hurr,” said Smith from the door- 
way and was surprised to see his wife 
snap the card out of sight. He went 
up to her and with a rudeness strange 
in him took the card she was con- 
cealing and read: 


“Roses in spring for you, dear 
heart. 

Think of me now that we are 
apart. 

Think of the flower-scented nights 
we knew 

Under the palm trees, I and you. 

Jerry.” 


“Hurr!” said Smith. “Hah, ho!” 
And then, quite simply, “Emily! After 
all these years.” 

He walked to the mantel and rested 
his brow on his palm. His moustache 
tickled his wrist so he shifted to the 
chin-palmed position. 

“But I don’t know anybody named 
Jerry!” 

Smith turned. He looked at his 
wife, and there was pathos in his look; 
pathos and a certain vague triumph. 

“Emily,” he said. “It hurts me to 
say it, but you are not only faithless, 
you're a liar.” 

Mrs. Smith in her way was a remark- 
able woman. She knew when to stop 
and she had a human respect for cir- 
cumstantial evidence. She put her 
hand on her husband’s arm. 

“Rob,” she said and she was almost 
pretty in the firelight as she said it, 
‘Tm giving a party at the Embassy 
Club tonight. Won't you come? It’s 
been so long since we were out to- 
gether.” 

“Emmy,” said Smith. “Will they 
give me a hoot there?” 


She smiled. “I think it can be ar- | 


ranged.” 

“Attaboy!” said Smith. “Til go 
dress!” 

In the hall he met Willingdrift. In 
his elation at the lifting of his cloud 
he slapped him on the back. 

“Hah!” he said. “Willing, I got a 
break!” 

“I know, sir,” said Willingdrift. “I 
charged the flowers to you at Thorley’s. 
Was that all right?” 

For a second Smith staggered in 
astonishment. Then his brain, never 
too quick at grasping things, caught it. 

“Was it all right?” he said. “Hurr!” 


Another Willingdrift Story 


BRAMLEY BOOSTS 
Next Week. 





LE MOMENT DANGEREUX 
(THE DANGEROUS MOMENT} 


When you fall from the howdah and 
are about to feed the kitty (pronounced 
le chat) Voila! (pronounced very well) 


be nonchalant . . . 


LIGHT A MURAD 


© P. Lorillard Ca, 
a Fa 


PRONOUNCED PERFECT BY DISCRIMINATING SMOKERS 








“Bifhns has worked himself up, — “TG 

hasn’t he?” ? : TRULY 
“How do you mean?” i, >» A MODERN 
“He used to be a chiropodist, now a p. HOTEL 

he’s a dentist.” —Tit-Bits. . 


A splendid hotel in 
a splendid city. You 
will enjoy its atmos- 


“Me wi . : phere, its food and 
My wife used to play the piano a inesichenfillieian, 


lot, but since the children came she sock exteide, with 
doesn’t have time. bath, servidor ond 

“Children are a comfort, aren’t ‘ circulating ice water, 
they?” —Pearson’s. $3.00 up. 


Powers Hotel Rochester, N.Y, under 














It is believed that the history of 
America which is to be written by Mr. 
Coolidge and carved in granite letters 
high enough to be read for miles 
around will be the tallest story on 
record. —Punch. 
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Local Service 


Davey Tree Surgeons live and work 
in your vicinity. They are not sent 
from Ohio for your work—they are all 
thoroughly trained in Kent, Ohio, 
after being carefully selected ; but they 
live near you and are available for 
large or small operations. Reasonable 
charges for working time only. Satis- 
factory service guaranteed. Please 
consult your telephone directory for 
address and ’phone number of nearest 
branch office in the following cities: 


BOSTON . . . SPRINGFIELD 
PITTSFIELD 


PROVIDENCE 
HARTFORD 
STAMFORD 
NEW YORK CITY 
WHITE PLAINS 


PATCHOGUE, L. I. 
HEMPSTEAD, L. I. 
ALBANY ... SYRACUSE 
ROCHESTER... BUFFALO 
TORONTO... MONTREAL 
ORANGE, N. J. 
RIDGEWOOD, N. J. 
PHILADELPHIA 
ADDINGHAM, PA. 
GERMANTOWN, PA. 
BALTIMORE . ..WASHINGTON 
PITTSBURGH 
CLEVELAND 
TOLEDO... COLUMBUS 
DAYTON .. . CINCINNATI 
INDIANAPOLIS...LOUISVILLE 
DETROIT 
GRAND RAPIDS 
CHICAGO 
OCONOMOWOC, WIS. 
MINNEAPOLIS 
DES MOINES 
ST. LOUIS 
KANSAS CITY, MO. 
TULSA, OKLA. 
NEW ORLEANS... MEMPHIS 
NASHVILLE... ATLANTA 
CHARLOTTE, N. C. 


THE DAVEY TREE EXPERT CO., 
Inc., Home Office, 459 City Bank Bldg. 
Kent, Ohio 
MartTIN L. Davey 
President and General Manager 


JOHN DAVEY 
1846-1923 
Father of Tree Surgery * 
Reg. U.S. Pat. Office 
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Movies 


(Continued from Page 20) 





grief on all sides—husband divorces 
her by means of a dirty frameup— 
friends desert her and child dies, What 
a relief it would be to see Miss Grif- 
fith laugh and make merry for a 
couple of reels. 

And another thing. Miss Griffith 
plays her love scenes with a reserve 
that is not at all convincing. It seems 
that Miss Griffith is always made to 
portray the type of women who, accord- 
ing to our best authors, “have not been 
awakened.” Just once we would like 
to see Miss Griffith play the part of a 
woman who had been almost rudely 
awakened. 









Life's All-American 
Beauty Team! 


Do you know a girl who 
looks like the girl on the Cover? 


The original painting will be 
presented to the girl who, 
in the opinion of 
Harry Morse Meyers, 
most closely resembles it. 


IFE is going to debunk all beauty 
contests! There is no such thing 
as the American Beauty or “Miss 
America” and Lire is going to prove it. 
The United States is full of American 
Beauties and each one a different type. 
The fifteen leading artists of the coun- 
try are going to show their concep 
tions of the Ideal American Beauty and 
Lire is going to find their prototypes 
in the flesh! And after the all-Ameri- 
can Beauty Team has been selected 
Lirg is going to —well, watch for fur- 
ther developments! 


F YOU know of a girl who resem- 
bles this cover by Harry Morse 
Meyers, have her send her photograph 
to Lirr. NO NAMES OR PHOTO. 
GRAPHS WILL BE PUBLISHED. 
All photographs must be mailed within 
two weeks of the date on the cover to 
Lire’s All-American Team, 598 Madi- 
son Ave., New York, and none will be 
returned unless postage is enclosed. 
Professional artist’s models are barred. 
Each week a prominent American art- 
ist will portray his conception of beauty 
on the cover of Lirz and each week the 
girl who most closely resembles it will 
be given the original painting. 
Next Week’s American Beauty 
By HAYDEN HAYDEN 
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Hostess: Must you leave so soon? 


—_—_—_— 
—_ 


———SS 


a - 
SS 
— 


| 


ot HH iid 
<7” 






Cevesrity: Yes, ] think everyone has seen me. 


(30) 


—Punch, by permission. 











George Jessel is one of the new stage recruits to 
the talking screen. His marvelous portrayal in 
‘Lucky Boy’ won him spectacular success ss + 


| Please don? make 
| SAERTES 


into 
: Que Hie, , 
GEORGE JESSEL 



















































Winners of Lire’s Cross Word 
Picture Puzzle No. 27 


Oh, you men are all alike! 


SHE: 


1st Prize of $50.00 won by 


G. W. King, 
28 Westminster Place, 
Charlotte, N. C. 


A statement not backed up by figures. 


2nd Prize of $25.00 won by 


Norman W. Fletcher, 
102 Princeton Street, 
Springfield, Mass. 
She got her idea of parity from the 
disarmament conference. 


3rd Prize of $15.00 won by 


Dana Langford Thompson, 
P. O. Box 737, 
La Mesa, Calif. 


“She spoofs to conquer.” 


4th Prize of $10.00 won by 


Jack Flaherty, 
Fort Frances, 
Ontario, Canada. 
Each showing his admiration in a 
different shape or form. 


Teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters on half Grape Fruit, 
a delightful breakfast tonic. Sample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


Answers to Anagrins 
(on Page 5) 
(1) Poster. 
(2) Recipe. 
(3) Dollar. 


(4) Literary. 
(5) Dialect. 
Central. 


(31) 
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OURIST Third Cabin, as thou- 

sands of appreciative Americans 
have discovered to their delight, is 
the most thrilling and fascinating 
way of going to Europe at a cost 
suited to the average travel budget. 
On our ships you occupy a com- 
fortable stateroom, enjoy excellent 
food, capably served; find interest- 
ing things to do on deck day after 
day, and meet agreeable people 
whom it is a pleasure to know. All 
this, mind you, for 





$105 (up) one way 
$190(up) roundtrip 


From New York, Boston and Mont- 
real to principal European ports. 
Choice of such steamers as Majestic, 
world’s largest ship; Belgenland, fa- 
mous world cruiser; the superb new 
Britannic, Doric, and many others in- 
cluding — 

Tourist Ships de luxe 
S.S. Penniand and S. S. Westernland 
carrying Tourist Third Cabin as the 
highest class on board in former 
Cabin accommodations. No higher 
class carried. S. S. Minnekabda, carry- 
ing Tourist Third Cabin exclusively 
The ships of democracy. 
*Quoted from a passenger’s letter to us. 
Ask us or the nearest authorized steamship 
agent for full information. No obligation. 


30 Principal Offices in the 
United States and Canada. 
MainOffice, No. 1 Broadway, 
New York City. Authorized 
agents everywhere. 


WHITE STAR LINE 
RED STAR LINE 


ATLANTIC TRANSPORT LINE 


international Mercantile Marine Company 








LIFES CROSS WORD PICTURE PUZZLE NO. 32 
$100.00 In Prizes Every Week 
1st Prize $50.00, 2nd Prize $25.00, 3rd Prize $15.00, 4th Prize $10.00 


After you have solved the puzzle and got the correct title for the picture, the words of 
which are in the puzzle, give your explanation of it in not more than 15 words. 

The prizes will be awarded for the cleverest explanation by those who have correct}; 
solved the puzzle and found the correct title. In case of a tie the full amount of the prize 
will be awarded to each tying contestant. This contest closes, Lire Office, noon, Apr. 4 
Winners will appear in the Apr. 25 issue. 





Not only bigger 


BUT BETTER 


HATTERING all records in 

matters of size was not our 
aim...though we did manage to 
build the tallest hotel in town. 
What we set out to do was to es- 
tablish new records of service. 
And, in all modesty, we suspect 
that we’ve succeeded. 


After only seven short weeks, The 
New Yorker looks as though it 
had been New York’s favorite hotel 
for years. There’s an air about the 
whole place which says that this 
old town of ours has definitely 
taken The New Yorker to its heart. 


Radio in every room...also tub 
and shower, Servidor, circulating 
ice-water... tunnel to the Pennsyl- 
vania Station, B & O Motor Coach 
connection...in the heart of 
midtown business district. $3.50 
a day and up. 85% of the rooms 
are $5 and less. 





NEW YORKER BONBONETTES, new 
.--delicious candy. Made from unique 
French recipes. Send $2 for a souvenir 
pound box...add 15c. per lb. for postage 
and packing. 


BERNIE CUMMINS himself leads The 
New Yorker Orchestra (Exclusive Victor 
Artists)...nightly at dinner and supper 
in the lovely Terrace restaurant. 











THE 
NEW YORKER 


Ra.ra Hrrz, Managing Director FIQVWEL 
34th St. & Sth Ave., New York City 


Send all puzzles to Puzzle Editor, Lire, 
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598 Madison Ave., New York. 
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HORIZONTAL 


1. A large organ. 

. You hear of these as often being licked. 
. This comes once a day. 

. Something it’s easy to be. 

3. This is often up in arms. 

. This is often up in arms also. 
5. How the little pig left the market. 

. Something cunning. 

. What the wounded soldier did—when the 


glory was over. 


. What you read in a good book. 

. Point of the compass. 

. The way to go to Europe. 

. It looks as though they’re going to cover 


this up. 


. It’s away with the tide. 
. The spring makes this famous. 
. The blue boy of New Haven. 
. Exclamation. 
32. A beastly place. 
3. This is doggy. 
. This takes you in the big city. 
. This is all alone. 
. This is a card. 
. To employ. 
. Alkaline solution. 


( 32) 
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VERTICAL 


. What the landlord did. 

. Something valuable found in Africa 
. The old soldier. 
. This kind is apt to get soft. 

. To wax. 

. A word denoting away, apart. 

. Wet places. 

. “The birds have it, the bees have it—" 
. What Weary Willie gets around on. 
. A box. 


(Abbr.) 


. You're nerts if you got this in your bonnet 


. A coming out party. 
. An exclamation. 
. Where you'll probably see a lot of bad 


(Abbr.) 


actors. 


. You can’t be upright here. 


. There isn’t so much to this kind of person. 


. Nuts. 

. This is a give-away. 

. Possessive pronoun. 

. Overheard in the barnyard. 

. What your neighbors give you. 
. This has a head on it. 





Tue PENTON Press Co., CLEVELAND 
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bey That Impulse 


“TI must subscribe to this paper”’ 





Did you ever say that to yourself— 
and then forget it 
until the next time? 


























Now there are several 
Reasons 

Why you should subscribe 
To LIFE. 














First: Because it’s interesting. 
Second: Because you don’t always agree with it. This, by the way, is very important 
Third: Because you learn from it certain things that you cannot learn in any other way. These are not dull, un 


imaginative, severely intellectual things. They concern matters of taste, 


beauty, literary form. 


But they are none the less important. 


Fourth: Because it gives you a side light on American manners and events, in a way that you cannot get through any 
other medium. An entire situation (political, social, literary) is conveyed in a single flash. That 
remember more things that you have seen in Lire, in the past, than in any other periodical. They 
focused. They stick. 

Fifth: To save yourself the annoyance, when some friend asks you if you saw “that awfully good thing in Lire” of 
being obliged to confess that you “missed that number.” 

Sixth: Because, as you journey through this world, you need to surround yourself with as many cheerful influences 
as possible. You need it, not alone for yourself, but because you ought to make yourself as endurable as possibl 
to others. Did you ever do your best work when you were glum? Lirs than an intellectual asset. 
a real stimulus to the best work. 


is why you 


are highly 





is more It's 


Seventh: Because, if you don’t subscribe regularly, you may miss an occasional number. 
a calamity like this? 


Why lay yourself open to 


Eighth: Because, at the present moment, it doesn’t seem to be really necessary. This is the most important reason of 
all. The necessary things you will have to do. The unnecessary things are always the most important. They 
lie within the zone of your own personal freedom, and according as you bring yourself to do them will you ris« 
above the human average. 


If—after reading these reasons—you conclude to subscribe, do not permit yourself the 
slightest feeling of embarrassment because you have not hitherto done so. 
We shall say nothing about it. We shall keep the affair absolutely confidential. 
It will just be 
between us. 
Your past will not be We shall welcome you as 
held up against you. if you had always been. 
We already have the ninety and nine, 
we want 


YOU 








You’re going somewhere 
when you go with 


(‘amels 


The road to pleasure is thronged 
with smokers who have discovered 
the superior fragrance and mellow 


mildness of this better cigarette. 
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© 1930, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N, C. 





